Wisdom and Destiny

occasions when we still are able to fight;
and at such times resignation is no more
than veiled helplessness, idleness, ignorance.
So is it with sacrifice too, which indeed is
most often the withered arm resignation
still shakes in the void. There is beauty
in simple self-sacrifice when its hour has
come unsought, when its motive is happi-
ness of others; but it cannot be wise,
or of use to mankind, to make sacrifice
the aim of one's life, or to regard its
achievement as the magnificent triumph of
the spirit over the body. (And here let
us add that infinitely too great import-
ance is generally ascribed to the triumph
of spirit over body, these pretended
triumphs being most often the total de-
feat of life.) Sacrifice may be a flower
that virtue will pluck on its road, but
it was not to gather this flower that
virtue set forth on its travels. It is a
grave error to think that the beauty of
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